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A MURDER IN THE SNOW, 
NICK CARTER’S C ‘CURIOUS CASE, 


By the author of “N “NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
MURDER MOST FOUL. 


“By thunder! Murdered in the snow !” 

The speaker was the celebrated detective, Nick Carter. 

Half an hour before he had stopped at a livery stable in 
Greenpoint, hired a fast horse and a cutter, and started 
for the residence of Colonel. Richard Harding, which is 
situated about three miles out, on the old North Turnpike. 

Colonel Harding and Nick were firm friends, and the 
great detective anticipated ‘spending an evening of pleas-) 
ure, free from all business cares. 

It was Thanksgiving Hive, and all day long the snow 
had been coming ‘dow n steadily, until now iv covered the} 
road to the depth of a foot or more. 

Blinded by the falling snow, Nick had turned into a 
side road and gone ahead fully half a mile before he dis- 
covered his mistake. 

“This can’t be right,” he had muttered to himself. “ Let 
me see. Ah, there is a signboard. I will see what that has 
to tell.” 

He had driven up to the sienaea a when some object 
_ clinging to the post beneath caught his eyes. 

It was then that he uttered the words given above. 

“By thunder! Murdered in the snow !” 

At the bottom of the post, and clinging to it with both 
hands, was the corpse of a young man. 

Jumping out into the snow Nick made a hasty examina- 
tion. 


A tall, slim-built Irishman came into the room. His _ 


name was Jerry Dolan, and the woman was his wife, 
Bridget. 

en! “wish you would come along and identity the man, % 
went on Nick. 

Jerry Dolan set out with Nick as soon as he could put 
on his overcoat and hat. 

As they neared the signboard a party in a large sleigh 
drove up from the cther direction. 

“Hullo, there!” called out Nick. 


“Hullo, yourself! Say?” 
“Well?” 
“Seen anything of a stray man around here?” ® 


‘‘Here is one.” 
“We don’t mean you. 
“Caleb A. Hall?” - 
“Yes, if you want to be so darn particular.” 
“‘T am afraid you will find him right here.” 
“Has he got that jug of rum ?” 
“ He is dead.” 
“What! dead ?” 
“Oh, it can’t be! Caleb dead !” 
The three young men in the sleigh jumped out at once. 
“Tt is him!” cried Jerry Dolan. “Poor Mr. Hall!” 
‘‘My heavens, boys! look here.” 
“Tt is Caleb sure enough !” 
“Who killed him ?” 
“Why, he ain’t cold vet!” 
“Here's a shoemaker’s knife sticking in his breast !” 
“ And he’s shot in the shoulder !” : 
“Poor chap! What will Susie say ?” 
“By gum! it will be hard on the gal!” © a 
The crowd turned to Nick. ' 
“Did you find him ?” 
Ldid.% 
“When ?” 
“ About ten minutes ago. I drove up to the signboard to 
find out where I was, and saw him just as he is now. 
Then I went to-this man’s house to learn if he couldn’t 


The first fact revealed was that the body was not. yet|identify the fellow.” 


cold. 

The young man had been shot through the left shoulder, 
and a knife still stuck in a wound in his left lung. 

“ Another mystery,” muttered the great detective to 
himself. “Confound it! I do all I can to escape from busi- 
ness and only succeed in tumbling into something at the 
first turn. Now, who is this young man, and who has mur- 
dered him ?” 

The hands of the murdered. man were clasped together 
around the post as if he had sought by that means to keep | 
himself from sinking in the snow. 

Getting out his pocket lantern, which he always carried 
with him, Nick lit it, and then proceeded to get down to 
the details of the case. | 

Tle soon learned that the young man had probably been | 
a farmer and that his initials were C. A. H. 

Nick looked around for tracks, but the falling snow and 
the wind had covered every thing. 

“Tam afraid this is going to be a tough one to solve, 
unless some outside evidence is obtained,” thought Nick. 

He looked around. 

Up the road about two hundred feet a light: was stream- 


‘he is very tender-hearted,” 


ing out of a cottage window. 

Leaving the corpse Nick drove up to the place and 

rapped on the door. 

There was a stir within, and the door was opened by a 
middle-aged Irish woman. 

“Good-evening,” said Nick. 
about ?” 

“Sure an’ what does yez want to know that for?” asked 
the woman, suspiciously. 

“There has been a murder committed down the road, 
and J want help.” 

“Sure, an’ who is it, sur?” 

“T don’t know, excepting that it’s a man, and his body 
is down at the signboard.” 

“Too bad! Jerry!” she cried. ‘“ Did vez hear that?” 

“Did Oi hear phot?” came from a rear room. 


“Are there any men 


“T see. What shall we do, boys?” 

“Take him back to Drummet’s,” suggested one. 

“No, no, Susie would go crazy.” 

“Better take him home.” 

‘‘Somebody has got to tell the gal and old man Drum- 
met.” 

“Darn me if I want the job! iy 

“Tt’s hard luck, so it is,” put in Jerry Dolan. 

Nick looked at him, and saw that the Irishman was 
very pale and was trembling from head to foot... _ 

“He either knows something about this murder or else 
thought the detective. 

He turned to the three young men who had come up. 

“You knew this young man. well?” he asked of one of 
them, a fellow named Thomas Ross. 

“T did. Caleb and I were schoolboys together.” 

“Was he married ?” 

‘No. He was engaged though to Susie Drummet.” 

“Who is she?” 

“The only daughter of Aaron Drummet, who lives up to 
the end of this side road.” 

“Was he up there this evening?” 

“Yes. You see, Drummet was giving a sort of - 
Thanksgiving Eve par ty, and all the folks in the nptate 
borhood are up there.” 

“What made Hall leave so early ?” 

“The rum for the punch was spilled, and old man 
Drummet was so cut up about it that Caleb volunteered to 
go down to the Halfway House and get a jugful.” y 

“How long ago was that?” 


“About an hour and a half. We began to grow anxious, ~~’ 
and when his horse came up to the house with the cutter 


and he not init, we made up our minds something was 
wrong.” 
“*T see. 
(<9 No. 99 
“Where did he live?” 
“He boarded with the Widow Larson, on the old North 


Has Hall any family 2?” 


‘Here’s a mon saysthere has been murdher done down | Turnpike.” 


the road.” 
“Be gob! that's bad !” 


“What did he do for a living?” 
“He helped Peter Risler run the Berry farm on shares.” 


We are looking for Caleb Hall.” 


a 


aos oe 


“Ts the Berry-farm on the North Turnpike?” 

46 Yes. ” 

“Ts it anywhere near Colonel Harding’s place ?” 

“It’s directly across the road.” 

“Then [ll go along with you. I started from Green- 
point to attend a little gathering at the colonel’s home, 
and got on the wrong road.” 

**T see. Friend of the colonel’s, eh?” 

“Hxactly.” N 

“He will be all cut up to learn Caleb is dead. He took 
a heap of interest in the boy. They say he was going to 
buy the Berry property and put Caleb in charge.” 

“Hadn’t you better see the coroner before you remove 
the body 2?” 

“That’s so. I never thought of it,” replied Ross. 
“Boys, where can we-find Coroner Pepperill ?” 

““Guess he’s down to Skillett’s,” was the reply. 

“Where is that?” asked Nick. 

“Skillett keeps the Halfway House.” 

“Then I'll go with you. Having found the body Iam 
ip¥erested in the case, and perhaps the coroner may want 


orav testimony.’ 


“That’s so.’ 
““ We can use my cutter. T have a swift horse.” 

The detective jumped in, and Ross followed him. 

‘““Who do you suppose can be guilty?” asked Nick, as 


they slid along at a lively gait. 


“T don’t know.’ 
‘*Did Hall have any enemies?” 
“Not that/I know of.” 


“Ts he on good terms with this, Peter Risler who works | 


the farm with him?” 

“T believe so.” 

“Does anybody work for them ?” 

‘‘Only Risler’s son.” 

“ How old is he?” 

‘*A bout seventeen.” 

“You say Caléb Hall was engaged to Drummet’s only 
daughter 2” 

“Yes. They were going to be married next spring.” 

“Ts Drummet rich 2” 

“Putty well fixed, Mr.——” 

“My name is Nicholas.” 

“Mr. Nicholas. You see, the raitroad runs through a 
corner of his land, and that makes it valuable.” 

“And I suppose when he dies his wealth will go to his 
daughter.” 

“That’s about the size of it.” 

“Did she have any other suitors?” 

“Lots of them. I was ‘kinder soft onto her myself 
once,” replied Ross. “But that was three years Ago, ” he 
added, hastily. 

“T mean were there any fellows around lately who were 
trying to cut Hall out?” 

“Ves, there was.” 

* Who.” 

“Oliver Martinson wanted her the worst way only a 
few months ago.” 

‘““Who is he?” 

“A medical student over to Greenpoint.” 

“But the girl wouldn’t have him ?” 

“Oh, I think Susie liked him. The trouble was with old 
man Drummet.” 

“What of him ?” 

“He is a farmer, and he wants Susie to marry a farmer. 
Martinson is a sort of city chap and the old man hates 
him.” 

“Did Martinson call at the house?” 

“Yes, often, especially when the old man wasn’t around. 
But I heard that one day the old man fired “him out, and 
he hasn’t been near the place since.’ 

“Where does he live?” 

“ Just on the outskirts of Gucnppint. opposite the era 
white church. ig 

“Do *you know if he ever had a row with Hall?” 

“Ever had arow? They had dozens of them. Say?” 

“Well?” + 

“Darn if I don’t suspect Mennaon did this murder.” 

“ Was he in the neighborhood to-day ?” 

“T met him in a cutter on the North Turnpike this 


afternoon.” 


..| the case, 
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“ Alone?” 

ce Yes. bi} 

“Where was he going ?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Ts he a hot-headed fellow ?” 

“IT should say he was.” Why, last winter at a party 
over to Sade Ormsby’s he knocked John Wilks down first 
clip just because John spoke of him as a would-be man- 
butcher in a joking kind of way.” 

“fs he well off?” 

“Not very. His father used to be in the shoe business, 
and he bu’sted up just six months pears he died.” 

Nick said no more. 

He was thinking of the fact tian, besides being shot 
Caleb Hall had been stabbed with a shoemaker’s knife. 


CHAPTER II. 
SEARCHING FOR CLEWS. 


In a few minutes more the lights of the Halfway House 
came into view, and the two drove up to the horse-bloeck, 
and jumped out. 

“T.guess we will find Pepperill in the parlor, playing on 
the piano,” said Ross. “He is a first-rate player, and 
likes to play and sing for the benefit of the crowd.” 

In the parlor they found half a dozen men and three 
women assembled. 

A middle-aged man was at the piano, singing one of the 
latest comic ditties. 

“That’s him,” whispered Ross. 

Nicx Carter stepped into the parlor, and tapped Pep- 
perill on the shoulder, just as he had finished a verse of hig © 
song. 

“Ts this Coroner Pepperill?” he asked, in a low tone. 

“That’s my name,” was the somewhat surprised reply. 

“You are wanted. There is work for you to do.” 

“Indeed! What has happened ?” 

‘“A man has been murdered.” 

‘‘Murdered !” Coroner Pepperill jumped from the piano 
stool. “Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen,” he said to the 
assembled company, and catching Nick by the arm, the 


|two hurried into the hall. 


‘“Now tell me what’s the matter ?” 

In a few words poe and Nick told Fepperill of what 
had occurred. 
“Tl go to the soa at once. Poor Hall, I iow. him 
quite well. He used to sell our family vegetables from 

the Berry farm.” 

- They went outside. Nick’s cutter would hold only two, 
but Ross decided to remain behind and notify Risler, 
Hall’s partner, and the Widow Larson of what had taken 
place. 

“Hxcuse me, but haven’t I seen you before?” asked 
Coroner Pepperill, as they drove along. 

“Quite likely, cor oner, ” replied the detective. 

“And vou are——” 

“Nick Carter, the detective.” 

“Oh, yes, I remember we met in Superintendent Byrnes’ 
office in New York one day.. How the duse did you man- 
age to get to the spot so quickly 2” 

“T was the one that found Hall,” 

Vou! ‘Ral 

“Exactly. I wason my way to spend the evening at 
Colonel Harding’s home, and missed the road.” 

“Then, Mr. Carter, considering that fact, there is one 
thing you ought to do?” 

“What is that?” 

“Take up the case, providing I do not find the mur- 
derer.” 

The great detective smiled. 

“Tt would seem so,” he replied. 
much that demands my attention in the city—— 

“There will probably be a reward——” 

“That-~would not tempt me. Private cases often pay far 
better than those which are publicly rewarded. Still I 
will think the matter over. I acknowledge that having 
found the corpse Iam curious to know more concerning 
Have you met Hall lately 2” 

“He was at our house with a couple of barrels of pota- 
toes yesterday, and he stopped again this morning witha 
turkey for Thanksgiving.” 


“And yet there is so 


” 
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“Did there seem to be anything unusual about him 
either time?” 

“Not exactly—but hold up. 

“What was it?” 

“He seemed to be some what absent-minded, as if think- 
ing of something else.” 

“Do you know what that something else was?” 

““Now I come to think of it my mother asked him what 


Yes, there was.” 


was the trouble that he couldn’t figure the price of the. 
potatoes straight, and he replied that he had received a} 


letter that morning which had upset him.” 

“Then you can make up your mind that that letter had 
something to do with the murder.” 

“Indeed. Really, you are a sharp one.” 

“Tam paid to be sharp, coroner. Here we are.” 

The spot where the murder had been committed was 
close at hand. 

By this time quite a crowd had collected. 

The coroner pushed his way to the, fr ont, and Nick Car- 
ter was close beside him. | 

“Will you help me raise the body, Mr. Gar —_—— 

“Nicholas is my name, sir,’ 

Caleb Hall’s body was raised up and placed upon a barn 


door which had been brought from Dolan’s place tor that | 


purpose. 


“Supposing we take him over to your barn?” said the | 


coroner, turning to the Irishman. 

“Be gob, no!” cried Dolan, in alarm. 

“Why not?” 

“Sure an’ the ould woman wouldn’ t slape a wink if wee 
did,” replied the Irishman. 

* We will not take the corpse to,the house.” 

But Dolan shook his head. He did not want the corpse 
any nearer than it was now. 

“Sorry, but there is nothing else to do,” 
Pepperill, coldly. 
half a mile, and Ido not propose to go as‘far as that. 
- Will some of you men eatch hold of the door?” 


Four men came forward, and the body was soon on the | 


way, the crowd following. 
“Will you come?” asked Coroner Pepperill of Nick. 
“In a few minutes, coroner, just asi'soon as I have 
taken another look around.” 
“Allright. I shall wait for your testimony. 
The coroner hurrted away, and the great detective was 
left alone. ‘ 
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Getting out his lantern once more Nick set to work | 


looking for a possible clew. 

It was difficult and disagreeable work as the snow was 
still coming down and the sharp north wind blew it in 
every direction. 


To follow the tracks that had been made by the assassin 


was utterly impossible, and after hunting around for two 
or three minutes, Nick gave up the idea, 


He then turned his attention to the snow and dirt about | 
the bottom of tke signboard to which Caleb Hall had been | 


‘clinging when found. 


With his gloved hands he pawed over the snow, watch-° 


ing eagerly forranything that might be brought to light. 

For a long time he was unsuccessful, nd he was just 
about to give up, when something black attracted his 
attention. 

He picked it up, and found it was a patent spring 
fastener, such as are sometimes found in fur-topped 
gloves. 

“Humph! this may or may not prove a clew.” he mur- 
mured, as he surveyed the object. “I must see if I can’t, 
do better than that.” 

He pawed around in the snow a little longer. 

“Only that and nothing more,” he said to himself. 

“Now let me see. The next thing is to find out where 
the murderer stood when he fired the shot that struck | 
Hall in the left shoulder. 
Hall left the sleigh he was in, it must have come from the 


left side going down the road, and unless I am mistaken 


somewhere along Mr. Dolan’s snake fence.” 

Nick immediately Jumped over the fence, and then be- 
gan a search extending beyond and Below the signboard 
some fifty feet. 

At length he came to a little hollow aphere: the: snow , 
seemed to be packed down more than usual. 


returned Nick: hastily. | 


said Coroner | 
“There is no other building within | 


Supposing it was fired before | | 


“This would have proved a good hiding-place for a man _ 


bent on murder,” he murmured to himself. “It is shel- 
tered from the wind as well as from the sight of anybody 


riding on the road. Now if any clews are around here [ 


ought—hullo! By thunder !” 


| No wonder the celebrated detective indulged in his 


favor ite expression. 
“In feeling about in the hollow his hand had come in 
contact with a shining barrel of steel. 

He pulled upon the barrel to bring it out of the snow. 

There was a flash and a report, and a bullet whizzed past 
his cheek. 

He had found a six-shooter, partly loaded. 

It was a beautiful weapon, of the self-cocking variety, 
, with a handle inlaid with gold and silver. 

He examined it carefully for any name or initials, but 
none were upon it. 

“That doesn’t look as if Dolan did the deed,” he re- 
flected. “The Irishman would never own such a fine 
| weapon as this. Perhaps I’ll have to hunt up this Oliver 
|Martinson.’ 


was brought to light. 
Putting the spring fastener and tke pistol in his pocket 
‘he jumped into his ¢utter and drove over to Dolan’s barn. 

Here he found Coroner Pepperill just finishing his ex- 
amination of Caleb Hall’s body. 

“Well?” he asked, as Nick entered. 

“A little luck, not much,” 

undertone. “What have you discovered ?” 
| “Not much. One thing is certain.” 
‘And that is?” 
“The bullet wound did not kill the man.” - 
“That is what I thought,” replied Nick. 
“It was the knife thrust that did the business.” 
the man when he was fired upon, 
“That must have been it.” 
‘And the knife was used when the two came face to 
‘face near the signboard.” 


” said Nick. 


i 
! 


' “Exactly.” Coroner Pepperill turned to the men 
present. “Which of you saw Hall leave Drummet’s 
house ?” 


A young farmer stepped forward. 

a bec 6 ho Bg <1 moe 

“You saw him when he drove away, Callen ?”’ 

ab Yes. bh) 

“What time was it?” 

“A little after eight.” 

“How much after ?” 

“Not more than five minutes.” 

The coroner turned to Nick Carter. 

‘‘Mr. Nicholas, what time did you find the body 2” 
Nick thought for a moment. 

“Not later than twenty minutes after eight,” he renhom: 


after eight.” 
“How long would it take to drive from Dr uminet’s 
“house to the signboard ?” asked the detective. 
‘Ah, yes, I forgot that,” exclaimed the coroner. 
long, Callen 9” 
iE “ About five minutes on such a night as this.” 
“Then that limits the time of the murder to between 
-ten and twenty minutes after eight. Mr. Dolan!” —~ 
| Jerry Dolan, who was standing near the door- ad look- 
‘ing outside, turned as if shot. 
ae Sur (7? 
“Where were 
past this evening 2” 
The Irishman glared at the coroner. 


“How 


| 


‘Sure, sur, does yez think Oi had anything to de: Via: 


that murdher ? 2” he demanded. 
“T didn’t ask you that. 
that time?” ® 
“Oi was home wid me ould woman.” 
“What were you doing ?” 
‘‘Oi was smoking me poipe in the kitchen win this man 
kim in.” 
(| “What were you doing before that ? 
‘Oi was doin’ siveral things, so Oi was.” 
“Name them, please.” 


He dug around for a while longer, but nothing moré™ 


replied the detective, in an: 


‘Then probably Hall jumped from his cutter to go after 


“Then Hall was killed betw een five and twenty minutes 


e you from eight o’clock to twenty minutes _ 


I asked you where you were at. 


bi 


a 


re 


in 
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“ Oi—Oi fed the cattle.” 

“ At what time?” 

“Foive o’clock.” 

Coroner Pepperill grew angry at once. 

“T want no fooling. I want to know what you did just 
before eight o’clock.” 

‘‘Oi—Oi fixed the winders in the barn so as the cattle 
wouldn’t git too much ov the wind.” 

bd “When did you come into the house from doing that 2” 

“Sure, sur, Oi can’t till. a9 clock is all out ov ordher, 

 an’——” 

2 “Was it long before Mr. Mipholas came ?” 

a “ Quoite a bit, sur. 

| “Well, while you were outside did you hear any shots 

fired ?” | 
“Oi think Oi did, but Oi’m not swearin’ to it,” admitted 
Dolan, after a long pause. | 
“ How many shots do you think you heard ?” 
“Not more than wan, sur, if Oi heard that many.” 
“Have you seen any roe persons around here this | 
evening ?” | 
ove No, sar.” 

a “Have you seen any one at all?” 
aie Yis, sur, Oi seen the folks goin’ to Drummet’s jam- 

~ poree.” 

“Who?” 

ny “Those men there, an’ Mister and Missus Snowden, an’ 

George Feltus, an’ John Dillinger wid Mamie Lewis, an’ 

Tom Ross,.wid Jessie Brown’s cousin from Brooklyn, an’— 

® an’—that’s all.” - 

“4 “No one else.” 
“Oh, yis, Oi did.” 
“Who 2?” 

“That Martinson féller from Greenpoint, him as used to 
be schwate on Susie Drummet.” 


4 CHAPTER III. | 
a NICK CARTER ON THE TRACK. | 


i. The celebrated detective said nothing, but his ears drank 
) in every word of Jerry Dolan’s testimony. poe 
» “You mean Oliver Martinson?” asked Coroner Pepperill. 


@. o Vis, sur.” 
1 ££ “He was not at the party,” said one of the men in the 
5. “> rear. 
“No, Drummet wouldn’t have him near the house,” put 
in Callen. 


“You are sure you saw Martinson, Dolan?” 
“Oh, yis, sur.’ 
i “Which way did he go?” 
it “Up the road to Drummet’s house.” 
uf “ What time was this, about?” 
a “Oh, an hour | before this mon kem an’ said Hall was 
nmurdhered, sur.’ . 
| 


han 
: 


“Was he on cane 
135 Yis. %) 
“What makes you sure it was Martinson? Wasn’t he 
pretty well bundled up?” 
“He kem an’ sphoke to me, sur.” 
“T see. Have anything particular to say?” 
“He axed me was there a jamboree goin’ on to Drum- 
met’s ?” 
“And you told him yes.” 
i * Oi did.” 
i “What then ?” 
“He axed me who had gone?” 
“Whom did you mention ?” 
“The wans Oi told yez of. They all wint early.” 
“You told him Hall had gone ?”, 
SV TR) ” 
“ What did he say ?” 
wee “He looked mad, an’ wint off widout sayin’ a wurrud. a 
i» ‘Did you see him again?” 
66 No. 9 
At this juncture Peter Risler and Thomas Ross arrived, ' 
and taking advantage of the interruption Nick Carter 
called the coroner aside. 
ahaa I want to ask a few questions, and then I’m 
oO ” 
“All right, Mr. Carter, I suppose you intend tc work up 
‘the matter ?” 


eS 


ian 
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“Good.” 
‘Will you let me take a good look at that shoemaker’s - 

knife ” 

“Certainly. Here it is.” 

_ The knife was handed _ over, and walking to the light 

with it the great detective examined it carefully. 

» It was an ordinary cobbler’s tool, about eight inches 
ONE and the blade had been. ground down until it was 
scarcely half an in¢h broad. On the handle were 
scratched several letters. They were almost effaced, but 
by studying them Nick managed to make out the name 
and date. 

Henry F.. Richards, Oct. 4, 1886." 

“Hullo !” 

“What's the matter?” 

**Do you know a Henry F. Richards?” 

“Henry F. Richards?” Coroner Pepperill thought for a. 


moment. “I think J do.” 
‘*W ho is he?” 
“A fellow who keeps a cobbler shop eu in Green- 
point.” 
“Then he is the man I wish to see.” 
“Why ?” 


“This knife has his name on it.” 

“‘The devil! Excuse me, but I didn’t see it,” 

“Tt is very faint.” 

._ “Do you think he committed the deed ?” 

“T don’t think anything. I simply intend to find out 
something about this knife which once belonged to him.” 

“T see.’ 

‘** Now tell me about Martinson. 
fellow is he?” 

“He is tall and slim, with a smooth face and_ black, 
curly hair. His complexion is very fair, like that of a 
, woman. He wears a light brown ulster and a slouch hat.” 

“Thanks. I think I would recognize the man if I ran 
across him.” 

“Yes, he is a fellow out of the ordinary.” 

“What do you intend to do with the body ?” 

“Leave it here till morning, and then summon a jury 
to look into the matter.” 

“To-morrow is Thanksgiving.” 

“By jove, Carter, I never thought of that. You see I’m 
a new man at this sort of thing, and I’ma_ bit upset and 
ain’t afraid to acknowledge it. Ill have to call the jury 
for the twenty-ninth.” i 

“What time?” 

“Ten in the morning.” 

i Very well, you will hear from me at that time or be- 
fore. 

“I trust you will clear up the matter for us.” 

“We'll see. Now I’m off.” 

“Where are you going?” 

“Up to Drummet’s 2?” 

“Going to start at the beginning, eh?” 

“Yes. By the way, if you can, will you send word to 
Colonel Harding that his visitor is detained by business 
and will appear later?” 

“T will.” 

“No need to mention any name. The colonel will under- 
stand.” 

In a minute more Nick Carter was in his cutter and off. 

He drove up the side road until the lights of a house in 
the distance appeared. 

To his left was a little grove of trees, and into this he 
drove the horse and cutter. 

Nick tied the animal and blanketed him well, ne then 
adjusting a false beard and a wig, two things which, like 
his pocket lantern, he always carried with him, he 
| walked up to the house. 

His use of the big brass knocker brought several to the 
door at once. 

“Is that Caleb?” 

“Where is the rest of the crowd ?” 

“We thought you had stopped to drink up the rum on 
the road.” 

Then those in front fell back’in surprise. 

“Tt isn’t Caleb at all,” exclaimed a young man. “Ex- 
cuse me, I thought it was one of the par ty,” he explained. 
“Mr. Drummet !” 


What sort of a looking 
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At this call an old man, with bent form and white hair, 
came forward. ; ; 

“What is it, Larry ?” 

“Another visitor.” 

“ Wxcuse me,” said Nick. 

“‘Thet’s my name, sir. 

Nick bent forward. 

“T have sad news for you,” he whispered. 

“Sad news? What hez happened @” g” 

“May I see you in private?” 


“Ts this Mr. Aaron Drummet ?” 
What kin I do fer ye?” 


t 
' 


Aaron Drummet gave one ee at the weapon, and 
then uttered a loud ery. 

“By gosh !” 

“What is the matter?” 

“Thet’s my pistol !” 

‘Your pistol?” exclaimed Wick, in astonishment. 

“‘T think so. Let me make'sure.’ 

Aaron Drummet took the weapon and examined it care- 
rene 

“Hf it ain’t mine it’s jest eae like the one I had,” 


Aaron Drummet looked into the detective’s face, and | he declared. 


then motioned him to follow him up the front stairs. They 
were soon alone in a cozy front room. 
“Now, what’s up, sir?” 
“Something awful has happened to Caleb Hall, sir.” 
“What! something happened to Caleb? Is he hurt?” 
“He is dead.” 
“Dead! How did it happen?” 


In a few words Nick Carter gave the old man the full} night. 
He said a stranger had found the body, but! separate rooms fer their hats and coats.and so on.” 
“Then all the men at your gathéring have been up 


particulars. 
did not state that the stranger was himself. 


“Where did you keep your ‘pistol a” 
“In the bureau drawer, right in this here room.” 
* Please see if the pistol is there now.’ 
Aaron Drummet made a rapid search. 
“Tt’s gone! Thet’s the one, sure.” 
“Who could have taken it out, do you suppose ?” 
-“T dunno. This is bein’ used fer the men’s room ter- 
Susie said the men and the wimmen should have 


“Ooroner Pepperill’' wished me to come and tell you,” | here?” 


went on the great détective. 
blow to your “daughter.” 

‘It is asad blow to me. Caleb was a fine young man, 
ez good a man ez there is in these parts.” 

“ But he was engaged to your davghter, was he not?” 

“He was, but somehow, although I had sot my heart 
onto the weddin’, she didn’t seem ter take to him like she 
oughter,” replied Aaron Drummet, wiping a sudden 
moisture from the corners of his eyes. : 

“DPidn’t she like him 2” 

OTe, yes, but there was a fool of a city chap wanted 
her. an’ it turned her head. Excuse me, but I must. tell 
the others.” 

Aaron Drummet turned fo the door. 

aught him by the arm. 
c “Stay a moment, Mr. Drummet.” 

“What fer?” 

“T wish to ask you a few questions.” 

* But the others oughter know.” 

“True, but there is something still more important than 
that.” 

“T don’t understand ye, sir. 

“The murderer must be oe ” 

“Of course, of course! Poor Caleb! I would give a 
thousand dollars Ov nk bank money ter see the murderer 
swung up.” 

“Can you keep a secr et, Mr Drummet ?” 

Lo fi kin. eb) 

“Then let me tell you that I am a detective.” 

“A detective? One ov them city chaps ezifinds out all 
about thieves and sech ?” 

“Ves. I happened to bein the neighborhood to-night, 
and Coroner Pepperill asked me to undertake the case for 
him, and I have done so.” 

“T hope ye’ll catch the black-hearted villain thet killed 
poor Caleb! ie) 

“The best thing for a detective to dois to strike while 
the iron is hot. Iam satisfied that if the murderer of 
Caleb Hall is to be caught at all it must be accomplished 
within the next. twenty-four hours.” 

“Have ye any idee who did the deed ?” 

ga a have itis very slight. Let meask you, have you 
any idea.” 

“No, sir.’ 

“Think a moment.’ 

Aaron Drummet ‘ia so, and shook his head. 

“He had no enemy ?” asked Nick. 

“Not ez I know on. But, say ” 

te Well ? 9” 

“Tike ez not some tramp. did it and robbed him.’ 

“No, his money and his watch were not cteen fg 

“Then ef a tramp did it he was scared off.” 

“T don’t think it was a tramp.” 

“Why not?” 

mae its: the first place there pvas no one around to scare 
him off, and in the second, no tramp would be likely to 
carry a pistol like this.” 

As Nick spoke he brought forth the pistol he had dis- 
covered in the hollow by the fence. 


“T suppose it will be a sad 


Nick Carter 


o 
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“ Anybody else?” 

“Not ez I know on.” 

‘““When did you see this pistol last?” 

“I dunno exactly. Maybe a week or ten days ago.” 

“Was it loaded ?” 

“Gosh, no! I never use pistols.” 

“Then how did you come to buy this one?” 

“Didn’t buy it.” 

<4 Oh! 47) 

“T won it over to the church fair last winter. It was 
donated by Fisher & Mapes, the hardware dealers over ter 
Astoria.” 

“Then perhaps they have more like it.” 

“Thet’s so, but this must be mine, fer if it ain’t then 
where is the one ez belongs ter me ?” 

“True. One more question, Mr. Drummet; do you know 
Oliver Martinson ?” 

The old man’s brow darkened. 

Gil F do. 13 

“He wished to marry your daughter, didn’t he? ” 

“ He did, but I Ba t hear on it.” 

oe Why 9” 

“Cos he was a fuck up city chap ez smoked cigarettes, 
and Caleb told me he gambled his money away on pool 
and cards.” 

“Did he ever call on your daughter?” 

“He uster, but I wouldn’t have it, and tol’ him so.” 

“How long ago is this?” 

“Two or three months.” 

“Has your daughter met Martinson since ?” 

‘“‘T heard she did, on the sly, but I warned her not to, 
and I guess that settled it.” 

“That is all. You can go and tell the others now if you 
wish.” 

Aaron Drummet hurried below at once. 

No sooner had he gone than Nick Carter slipped out into 
the hall, and made for a back stairs, intending to leave 
the house at once and, if possible, unobserved. 

But just as he reached the top of the stairs the dens be- 
low opened and a girl started to come up. 

Nick looked around for a place to hide, and at his left 
discovered a small passage leading to a stair to the gare et 
of the farm-house. 

He slipped into the passage, and hid behind a couple of 
trunks which were piled up to one side. 

He had hardly done so before the girl passed him, and 
ascended the garret stairs. 

She was attired in a party dress of some white material, 
and carried a lamp in one hand and a small, square bas- 
ket in the other. 

__ Her manner was so strange that it instantly excited the 
detective’s attention. 

Like a ghost she glided up the stairs and disappeared 
into the garret, locking the door behind her. 

“That’s strange, ” mused Nick. “I think I will spend a 
few seconds in investigating her movements.” 

He crept up the stair 8, ‘and presently found himself 
listening at the keyhole of the door. 
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“How long you have been, Susie!” he heard a man’s 
voice exclaim. . 

“T. couldn’t help it, Olly,” returned the girl. ‘They 
- watched me so I had to fairly steal the stuff and sneak off 
like a thief.” . 

Instantly Nick Carter was all attention. 


CHAPTER V. 
THE PAIR IN THE GARRET. 


Nick Carter felt certain that the two people in the gar- 
ret were Susie Drummet and Oliver Martinson. 

Nick looked through the keyhole, and beheld the young 
man seated on an old ere with Susie Drummet beside 
him. 

“You are running a eat risk for me, Susie,” said Mar- 
tinson. 

“Nothing to what you are doing for my sake, Olly,” 
turned the girl, fondly. “Here, drink the‘hot coffee. 
must be half-frozen waiting up in this cold place.” 

“Tt is not half as cold as it was outside ” 

“T suppose not. See, here are some sandw iches and 
some cake. I suppose you must be hungry.’ 

“Not very. To tell the truth, I feel rather queer to- 
night.” 

“Then you should not have come out.” 

“What! and leave the girl I love entirely to my rival? 
Not much !” 

“Humph! you know I do not care a rap for Caleb Hall.” 

“But you are engaged to him.” 

“Papa calls it that, and I humor him in it.” 

“They say you are to be married in the spring.” 

“T shall never marry Caleb Hall.” 

‘“*T know it.” 

“Why, Olly——” 

“T_T mean, I felt sure you would not,” replied the 
young man, hastily. “You would not play me false.” 

“T don’t like these secret meetings much,” pouted the 
girl. 

“Neither do I, but as long as your father is obdurate, 
they can’t be helped.” 

“Papa will never give in.” 

“T have hopes that he will. 
till you are twenty-one.” 

“Tt’s along time. Iam only eighteen, now.” 

“Yes, and nothing but a spoiled child,” thought Nick. 

“Where is Caleb Hall} now?” asked Martinson. 

“Gone to the Halfway House for some rum. Papa de- 
clares they must have a bowl] of punch, and the rum he 
brought home yesterday got spilt.” 

‘*How long ago did Caleb leave ?” 

“ About half an hour before you came.” 

“Then he will soon be back.” 

“JT wish he would never come back!” cried the girl, 
vehementlv. 

“Do you mean that?” exclaimed Martinson. 

“Yes, I am getting so I hate the sight of him. He knows 
I do not like him. Why doesn’t he take the hint and stay 
away ?” 

“Perhaps he will.” 

“T guess not; he isn’t that kind. 
rich some day.” 

“Something may turn up to keep him away.” ° 

There was a pause, during which Martinson drank the 
coffee. 

“That is good!” he said. ‘‘It goes to the right spot.” 

“You look fearfully pale, Olly,”’returned the girl. 
“Have you a chill?” 

“Oh, no; but——” 

“What?” 

“Nothing.” 

“There is something on your mind.” 

- “J admit it.” 

“What is it?” 

“Oh, it don’t amount to much.” 

“But tell me.” 

“No, no, let it go.” 

“But, Olly, you must——” 

‘The girl did not finish. There was a rush of feet in the 
hall-way below, and several voices called out: \ 

‘Susie! Susie! Where are you?” 


re- 
You 


Tfé he will not we must wait 


He knows I will be 


Seer Se a nS a eS 
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| “They are looking for me!” exclaimed Susie Drummet. 
“T must go !” 

“Then kiss me,” returned Martinson. 
see me again in several days.” 

“Then there are two kisses.” 
to be embraced for a second. 
basket in the corner. Good-by.” 

Putting out the lamp, she walked to the garret door, ’ 
and hurried down the stairs. 

A moment of silence followed. 

Then came a shriek of agony. 


“She has learned the truth,” muttered Nick to himself. 
“And unless indications are all wrong, she was just em- 
braced in the arms of the murderer.” 

Hurrying down the stairs, the detective managed to 
mingle with the assembled company without trouble. 

Susie Drummet lay upon a sofa in a dead faint. 

“Tt was a hard blow fer her,” whispered Aaron Drum- 
met to Nick. “I never dreamed she thought so much ov 
Caleb.” i 

The great detective did not reply. 

He was trying to act a part and do some rapid thinking 
at the same time. ts 

Aaron Drummet pointed him out as the man who had 
brought the sad news, and Nick was at once surrounded 
and plied with questions. 

‘Who does Coroner Pepperill think did the murder?” 
asked one. 

“He can’t say. Have any of you an idea?” 

“T saw atramp sneakin’ around the house as I drove 
up,” cried a man named Bimler. 

“How was he dressed ?” 

‘*Had on a long ulster and a slouch hat.” 

“Did you get near enough to see his face.” 

“No. >>] 

“How close to the house was he?” 

“He was down the road a couple of hundred feet.” 

“Where did he go?” 

“T don’t know.” 

‘*T saw the same fellow,” putin a middle-aged woman. 
“Don’t you remember him, Clara ?” ne asked, turning te 
her daughter. 

“Yes, ma, I do.” 

‘*Where was this?” 

“Half way on to Dolan’s place.” 

“Was he going or coming?” 

“He was standing still when we met him, but I think. 
he turned down the road.” 

“Toward the main road?” . 

ee Yes. 7 

“What time was this ?” 

“ About eight o’clock.” 

Susie Drummet was now coming to and all turned te 
her, Watching his opportunity, Nick Carter slipped out 
into the hall-way, and ran up stairs. 

As he reached the front upper hall, he saw a man hurry 
down the back stairs. It was Oliver Martinson. 

“Now, where is he going?” thought Nick, 

He resolved to follow the young fellow without delay. 

At the foot of the back stairs, Oliver Martinson paused 
and peered into the kitchen. 

Satisfied that it was empty, he rushed through and out 
of the back door. 

Buttoning up his overcoat, the detective followed. 

Martinson hurried to a point back of Drummet’s barn, 
and then struck across the open fields for a patch of 
woods. 

It was tough walking in the deep snow,.and Nick had 
his hands full, as the Saying goes, to keep his man in 
sight. 

‘Reaching the woods, Martinson followed a path thr ough 
the brush, and pr esently emerged upon what Nick rightly 
judged must be the old North Turnpike. 

Not a great distance beyond shone the lights of a hotel. 

Martinson directed his steps toward the hotel, and Nick 
followed close behind. 

Ascending the steps, the young man entered the bar- 
room, and called for a glass of punch. 

While he was drinking the beverage, Nick entered and 
stamped the snow from his feet. 


“You may not 


The girl allowed herself 
“Stuff the dishes and the 


“ Give a 


t Beastly night, don tcherknow, ” he drawled. 
mea hot punch, Charley.” 

_ The drink was served, and Nick sat down at a table to 
sip it slowly. 

Just then the proprietor of the hotel stepped in. 

“‘Ah, how are you, Mr. Martinson,” he said. “Got back 
for your team ?” 

“Yes. Did you get.Sam to fix that shoe?” 

“Yes. He said it didn’t amount to much.” 
ee NM OLE wanted to be on the safe side. The team was 
hired, you know.” 

“One of Stimmer’s, wasn’t it 7” 

“Yes.” i 

“Then it’s just as well you bad it attended to. He’sa 
regular crank, and will run up a bill onto you for the least 
thing. Say, did you hear the news?” 

“What about?” 

“Caleb Hall.” 

Martinson set down his glass rather suddenly. 

“No,” he said, coldly. 

“He's been found dead on the_road, so I was just told.” 

“What!” 

“Yes, somebody shot and stabbed him.” 

_ While the proprietor of the road hotel was speaking, | 
Nick scrutinized Martinson’s face closely. 

He saw a sudden pallor overspread the yours man’s 

face. t 
“ There must be some mistake, Banta!” 

“No, I got it straight from Gus Lewis, who was down |} 
at the plave with Coroner Pepperill.” 

Martinson said no more, but stirred his punch uneasily. 

‘“1t's too bad, isn’t it?” went on Banta, the hotel keeper. 

$6 It is. ” 

“Hall was a pretty decent sort of a bane for a farmer.” 

“So I’ve been told. I didn’t know him very well.” 

“He runs with old Drummet’s daughter.” 

“He won’t any more, if he’s dead.” 

“Hardly. Have another ? a 

“No, one is enough. I must be going. How much do I 
owe you?” 

“ Just one dollar.” 

Martinson paid his score, and then arose. 

“Where bound, now ?” 

“Home. I just came up tospend the afternoon with 
Harry Leslie.” 

In a moment Martinson was gone. 
hotel keeper to come to him. 

“What is it, another?” 

‘Yes, and won’t you join me? It’s beastly lonely drink- 
ing alone, don’tcherknow.” 

“Thanks, I won't mind.” 

More punch was served, and Banta sat down opposite 
Nick. 

‘*Stranger around here?” he asked. 

“Somewhat. I am going to Colonel Harding’s house. 
Tt’s just a bit down the road, isn’t it?” 

66 Yes. 99 

“So beastly cold, don’tcherknow, I had to come in to 
warm up. By the way, I have seen that chap before.” 

“Who, Olly Martinson ?” 

“Ts that his name?” 

a Yes. 99 

“Is he stopping here?” 

“Oh, no, he merely dropped in an hour or so ago to have 
one of his horse’s shoes fixed. He lives over at Greenpoint, 
and came out to see Harry Leslie.” 

““Who’s he?” 

A young medical student who lives next to Colonel 
Harding.” 

“ What is Martinson’s business?” 

“He’s a medical student, too.” 

“Over at Greenpoint ?” 

(<4 Yes. 9 

' Nick drank his punch slowly. 
_ “By the way, I heard you tell him a man had been mur- 
” @ered,” he went on. 

’ “Yes, Caleb Hall, he was found dead up at Dolan’s 
-eorner.” 

“Was he a friend of this Martinson?” 

“Not much! They-were both after the same girl at one 
time, and Hall hated the medical chap.” 


Nick motioned the 


an 


“Did, eh?” : 

“Yes, they had more than one row. Why, come to 
think of it, they had a row at the stables only last week, 
so Sam said.” 


Nick said but little more, and presently paid his bill 


and left. 

He went off to get his horse and cutter, and half an 
hour later a dandy colored gentleman drove up to the 
hotel stables. 


i “CHAPTER. V. 
Niro SAM HARRISON SAW. 


“Hullo, dar, sumbody take dis yere hoss !” 

In reply to the call, a chunky, Smiling- faced negro ap- 
peared. 

“ W ot’s dat?” 

“Sumbody. take dis yere—well, by de debbil! 
Sam, whar de duse did you cum from ?” 

The stableman stared at the speaker. 

*Yo’ got de best ob dis chile,” he grinned. 

“Wot yo’ don’t remember me? Dick Johnsing?” 

“ Johnsing from Albany 2” 

“'Ye-as.” 

“T kinder recellects yo’ face, cum to t’ink ob it. It’s 
*bout steen yeahs since we met. ” 

The colored man in the cutter jumped to the ground and 
wrung the other’s hand. 

“T’se mighty glad to meet a friend out in dese yere 
parts,” he said. “I’se lookin’ fo’ Colonel Richard Hard- 
ing’s place.” 

“J kin show yo’ dat quick enough, Johnsing. But cum 
in an’ git wahmed up.” 

fhe colored gentleman, who, of course, was Nick Car- 
ter in disguise, followed the man into the stables. 

Then followed quite a talk on supposed matters of the 
past, the detective taking care that he did not“ put his 
foot in it.” 

“By de way,” he said, at length. “Do you know a man 
in dese yere parts named Oliver Martinson 2” 

“Why, dat man war jese heah,” cried Sam Harrison. 

oe W ot 12? 

“Yes, went away not moah dan quartah ob an hour 
ago.” 

ee De debbil! Say, wot kind ob a man is he?” 

“Well, he’s putty good if he ain’t riled up,” returned 
Sam Harrison. “But he’s a terron when he’s wuked up.” 

‘‘Did yo’ eber see him dat way ?” 

‘“‘Radder guess I do, no moah dan las’ week.” 

“Wot war de row ’bout?” ‘ 

“He an’ a farmer named Hall had a muss. I didn’t git 
onto de t’ing, ’ceptin’ Hall accused Martinson ob tryin’ to 
see his gal on de sly, wukin’ a raeket in on him.” 

bl gee. 9 

“Martinson didn’t deny it, an’ Hall said he’d tell de ole 
man, if it happened ag’in ; ‘see ?” 

" “Ye-as.” 

“Den Martinson got mad an’ tole Hall to dun mine his 
own bus’ness, as he war nuthin’ but a snake in de grass, 
anyway. Dis wuked up Hall, an’ de fust t’ing I knowed 
da war at it, hot an’ heaby, hammer an’ tongs.” 

“Who got de best ob it?” 

“Hall did fust, but Martinson pulled on him, an’ dat 
settled him.” 

“‘Wot, did he pull a pop?” 

“Ve-as, a beautiful little pistol it war, too.” 

‘““Wot did dis yeré Hall aftah Martinson pulled de pop.” 

“Martinson said he could go, an’ put up de pistol, an’. 
Hall got out mighty quick, white as a ghost.” 

Nick arose, and walked to the door. 

“Didn't yo’ want nuffin’ ?” asked the stableman, in sur- 
prise. 

**T did, but as de colonel’s is so close, I guess I bettah 
be gittin’ dar. Tl see yo’ latah.” 

“All right.” * 

As Nick drove away, his thoughts were busy. 

Was Oliver Martinson the guilty man? 

“T must confess it looks very much like it,” said Nick 
to himself. “He has shown that he is a very passionate 
man,.and one who would draw a pistol when excited. Be- 
sides that, he was close to the spot at the time the murder 
was committed.” 


Hullo, 


— Figg re Ar sts 


No 76 


NICK CARTER LIBRARY, oh ee 


Thus Nick Br loaniead. and yet in spite of all he could 


not bring himself to think that Oliver Martinson was the 
guilty man. 


“Why Saks It’s natural, isn’t it?” 
“In other words that when Hall said he thought he 
wasn’t going to live long he was thinking of Martinson in 


A quarter of an hour’s drive brought the cutter to Col-| connection with his death ?” 


onel Harding’s door. 
himself appeared. 

“Oh!” he cried, falling back. “What do you want?” 

“Come to see yo’, sah,” replied Nick, walking into the 
hall-way. 

Colonel Harding was astonished. 

* Why—why——” he stammered. 

““Yo’ invited me, sah, an’ I came.” 

“ Nonsense, sir! Who are you?” 

Nick whispered something into the other’s ear. 

“By Jove, Carter! This is rich! Come with me,” re- 
turned the colonel. ! 

He led the way to the bath-room, and the great detec- 
tive was soon himself once more. 

“What has kept you so long, and why this disguise?” 
questioned Colonel Harding, when Nick once more ap- 
peared. 

*Didn’t Coroner Pepperill send you word ?” 

“Word of what?” 

rf That I had struck work on the way over from Green. 
point? ah 

“No. Why, what’s up?” 

“A man named Caleb Hall has been murdered, and I 
have undertaken to find his murderer,” responded the 
great detective. 

And sitting down, Nick told his story from beginning to 


; end. 


“By Jove!” was all the colonel could say. 


“Hall is a neighbor of yours, I believe?” went on Nick. 


“Yes, and I liked him very much. Say, Carter?” 
46 W ell 2 97) 
‘You must find the man who did this dastardly : deed. 


By Jove, you must do it. Nothing easier, Carter, for you.”. 


“And the guilty man——” 

“Martinson, undoubtedly. ic 

“You may be mistaken.” 

“But your story about him being in ine neighborhood, 
and the row——” 

“Pretty strong, I admit, but still——” 

“What ?” 

“T can’t get it out of my head that he is innocent.” 

“T thought detectives. didn’t give way to fancy?” ob- 
served the colonel, as he motioned Nick:to a seat af the 
table, where a spread for two had been waiting for some 
time. “John; you can go,” he said to the old man, who 
was in attendance. 

“That’s just it. Asa general rule, I believe just what I 
gee and hear, no more and no less, but in this case——” 

“Fancy outweighs facts ?” 

' “Hxactly. If, after going a little deeper, I find that 
Martinson is really guilty I will be the most surprised 


-man on the force.” 


“How about this, Dolan 2” 

““T shall send a message to one of my hadiebants to keep 
an eye on him in the meantime.” 

id F see. Pa 

“Tn the meantime, can you give me any information 
that may shed some light on this crime?” 

- Colonel Harding thought for a minute. 

“T think I can.” 

“Then let me have it.” 

“ About a week ago Hall came to me about some fencing 
we intend to put up between the two places next spring. 


‘After we had settled the matter, I observed to him that 


he looked troubled. I asked him what was the cause, and 
he said he was afraid he iiecohe ens to live long.” 

“Didn’t you ask him what made him think that?” 

“T did, but he only muttered some answer that I didn’t 
catch.” 

“Was that all?” 


, “No. He was silent for a moment, and the very next 
thing he spoke about was if I had seen Oliver Martinson 
lately.” 

"66 Ah! 13? 


“T gaid no, and there the conversation dropped.” 
“T gee. And_you think the assertion was connected in 


‘some way with the question ?” 


Nick rang the bell, and the colonel 


think, and walked off with it. 


‘Ts Yes. ” 


““There may be something in it. Thanks, I won’t drink 
any more to-night. After we have finished, with your 
permission, I’ll smoke a couple of cigars and do a bit of 
thinking.” 

“What will be your next move, if I may ask ?” 

“Tam going to trace up where that shoemaker’s knife 
came from ?” 

“By Jove! that’s a good idea.” 

“And after that who took the pistol from the bureau 
drawer in Aaron Drummet’s house.” 

“That's going to be difficult.” 

‘““Most detective work is difficvlt, colonel.” 

“TI presume it is, but, by Jove! it can’t be to such a 
wonderful fellow as you! But supposing the knife and 
pistol reveal nothing, what then ?” 

“Then I will have to go back to the beginning and find 
out the motive for the murder.” 

“T see.” 

“You know every deed must have a motive.” 

“Of course.” 

“By the way, if you have an old pair of shoes or boots 
you wish repaired, I’l1 have the job done for you free of 


charge.” 
“Why, I—— Oh,I see! You ‘want to visit the shoe- 
maker.” | 
“The cobbler, yes.” 
“All right. I'll give you the boots when we go up 
stairs.” 


More conversation and cigars followed the supper, and 
then Nick Carter retired. 

Seven o’clock in the morning found him on his way ta 
Greenpoint. 

Beside him, on the seat of the cutter, lay a’ pair of Col- 
onel Harding’s boots. 

From the directions given him, it was not difficult for 
the detective to find Henry F. Richards’ cobbling shop. 

Nick was disguised as a Grand Army veteran, wearing 
a blue coat and slouch hat lent him by Colonel Harding. 

He found the shop open, but the cobbler was not at 
work, it being Thanksgiving Day. 

‘Is this Mr. Richards?” he asked, as a rather elderly 
man came from a room in the rear. 

“That’s me,” was the reply. 

“T would like to leave a pair of boots to repair.’ 

“Oh, all right!” 

The cobbler took the boots, looked them over, and said 
they would be done in two days. 

“That’s time enough,” replied Nick, pulling at one of 
the buttons of his coat. ‘“Confound this thing !” he ex- 
claimed. . ‘‘It’s all loose, and yet it won’t come off. Lend 
me your shoemaker’s knife till I cut it off, will you?” 

Catching up his knife. fr om the bench, Richards handed 
it over. 

“By jolly, comrade, but that’s a dangerous looking 
knife,” exclaimed the detective, surveying the blade. “A 
new one, too.” 

**Yes, I had the old one stolen on me.” 

“Stolen?” 

“Ves, some sucker came in here to have a job done, I 
It was a better knife than 
this one, even if it was old.” 

“Couldn’t you make the fellow give it up?” 

“T didn’t know exactly who took it. There were half a 
dozen men in here during the evening, and I didn’t miss | 
the knife till the next morning when [| started to go to 
work.” 

“T’d bone every one of ’em, if I was you, ” returned | 
Nick, walking over to the little pot stove which stood in 
the rear, and warming his hands. 

i Well, the trouble of it was there were two of the men 
I didn’t know, and the other two were high- toned fellows 
I didn’t care to tackle for it.” 

“Humph, I’d tackle ’em,” cried Nick. “I wouldn’t let 
anybody walk off with my tools. Now, there was a son- 
of-a-gun in our company down to Bull Run tried to run 
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off with my blanket, but I give it to fon hot, end IT never 
had any trouble after that.” 

“Well, I don’t know,” replied the cobbler, slowly. 
“You wouldn’t care to say anything to such men as Mr. 
Lawrence, the lawyer, and Mr. Martinson.” 

“Oh, no, not if 1t was them. Say, is that Oliver Martin- 
son ?” 

‘Yes. Another thing, I used to work for, Martinson’s 
father before T started out on my own hook ; and Mr. 
Lawrence has done me many a good turn.’ 

‘“Then I wouldn’t say anything to them men, but I’d 
hunt for them others.” Nick buttoned up his coat, and 
walked to the door. “I’ll send for the boots day after to- 
morrow, and be sure and not make the heels too high, or 
I can’t walk in ’em.” 

“All right, sir.” 

Nick hurried to his cutter, and drove off toward the 
telegraph station. 

“ Another link which fastens the murder upon Oliver | 
Martinson,” he muttered to himself. 


CHAPTER VI. 
SOME CLEWS FROM THE OTHER END. 


Nick Carter dispatched the following telegram to Chick, 
his faithful ‘assistant : 


“Come over to Greenpoint and watch Oliver Martinson, a medical 
student. Am working on the Caleb Hall murder. 
: “THE Oxtp Boy,” 


From the telegraph office Nick drove around to a the- 
atrical costumers’ establishment and procured several 
disguises and some face paints. 

Then he left Greenpoint, 
Dolan’s cottage. 

He stopped at the coroner’s office on the way, and told 
Coroner Pepperill what he was doing, and asked that 
the inquest be adjourned a few days. 

He left his horse and cutter at the coroner’s, ed after | 
changing his appearance into that of a hungry-looking 
tramp, proceeded on foot to Dolan’s place. 

Smoke was curling from the chimney of the cottage, 
and, efter standing at the gate for a second gazing at it, 
Nick shuffled up the newly shoveled path and knocked on 
the door. 

In response, Jerry Dolan himself appeared. 

“Good-morning,” began Nick, politely. “I thought may 
be you’d give a.fellow a bit to eat seeing that I haven’t 
had a mouthful since yesterday noon.” 

“ Phot’s that!” returned Dolan, sharply. ‘‘It’s a thramp 
yez are! Oi have nothin’ fer yez!” 

“Hush yer tongue, Jerry!” cried Mrs. Dolan. “It’s 
divil a poor mon will Oi turn away on a Thanksgivin’ 
marnin’! Come in!” 

She pulled the door wide open, and Nick entered. 

Seeing this, Jerry Dolan scowled and sat down by the 
stove. 

“Yez will be drivin’ us ‘both to fhe poor-house,” he ob- 
served to his wife, as she bustled around to get something 
for the detective to eat. 

“ An’ it’s you who would kape us both out 0’ heaven,” re- 
torted Mrs. Dolan. 
an’ help yoursilf. Does yez belong around here ?” 

“No, I came from Middletown,” replied Nick, as he be- 
gan to eat. ‘‘I uster be on a stock farm up there, but the 
boss failed an’ that threw me out of work. I’m lookin’ 
for something to do.” 

“An’ prayin’ yez will not foind it,” laughed Jerry 
Dolan. 

“No, I’m willing to work, if I could only get it to do. 
Have you anything you want done?” 

The Irishman thought for a moment. 

“Vis, Oi have.” 

-“T 11 take the job. I’m willing to do anything to earn a 
little money.” 

Jerry Dolan eyed Nick sharply. 

“Are yez?” 

“Ves. I’ve been out of work two months, and I’m 
nearly wild.” 

“Thin come down to the barn wid me afther yez has 


finished the grub.” 


and drove toward Jerry 


\ 


“Come, mon, sit down be the table} 


‘ 


“ All right.” 

In ten minutes Nick had finished, and then he arose. 

Jerry Dolan led the way to the barn, and the detective 
follow ed. 

“Oi/ want some wood split,” said Dolan. ‘An’ while 
yez isfdoin’ it O1'll tell yez of some other wurruk Oi want 


| done.” 


‘All right. Where is the wood 2” 


“ Here. 


Dolan indicated a pile, and, pulling off his ragged coat, 


Nick went to work with an ax that stood near. 

“Oi see yeu kin use an ax,” observed Dolan. 
use a pick an’ shovel as well ¢” 

‘Now, what is he driving at?” thought Nick. 

“Kin yez?” repeated the Irishman. 

“Oh, yes, 1 dug many a trench on the stock farm, boss.” 

The idea of being called boss tickled Jerry Dolan, just 
as Nick intended it should. 

“An? kin yez keep yer mouth shut about wot yez is 
|doin’?” went on Dolan, in a lower tone. 

“Yes, I can.” 

“Supposin’ Oi give yez a job to do by which yez can 
‘earn foive dollars in a couple o’ hours, would yez take it 
an’ say nothin’ ?” 

“Would I? Just you try me, boss, and see.” . 

“Yez don’t care phot it is?” 

“Will you be with me?” 

“Tv course Oi will.” 

“Then I’m in it.” 

“Correct thin.” . 

“When do you want me?” 


“Kin yez 


& 


“To-morrow noight.” “ 


“To-morrow night?” 

“Yis. Don’t cum to the house, but mate me behoiea 
this barn at noine o’clock.” 

“What kind of work is it, boss?” 

“Yez will foind out soon enough. : 

“You can trust me, boss. I never give a thing away 
when I get it straight. Say ?” 

“Photagsite:—: 

“T’ll bet I know your game,” whispered Nick. 

Jerry Dolan started back. 

*'Yez do!” 

‘**Yes, boss.” 

SUN OY no! 1»? 

“You are going to swipe a body 

: Who tould yez that!” inca, 4 erry Dolan, turning 
pale. 

“I guessed it. A feller don’t go digging sage nine 
o’ clock at night for nothin’, boss.” 

‘“Yez is wrong.’ 

“Oh, come, you can trust me! Hank Powell never yet 
went back ona man. Let me tell you something.” 


“WV all 2 9° 

ee snatch three bodies in my time,” whispered . 
ic 
“Yez did!” 
“Exactly. Two up in Middletown and one: over in 


Goshen. They was for medical students.” 
“That is phot thisis for,” replied Dolan. “Oi mane——” 
he began, hastily. 


“Oh, never mind, boss, I know it wasa slip, but, as I 


said before, you can trust Hank Powell every time.” 

“Phin Oi will. But moind yez, if Oi hear ot yez givin’ 
me away Oi’ll kill yez.” 

“No fear of that. Where are we to go?” 

“To the Cypress Hills Cemetery.” 

“Ts it a fresh ?” 

“Phot?” 

“A fresh stiff ?” 

iz Yis. ” 2 

“T don’t want to get hold of an old one. 
once, and it made me sick for a week.” 

“The mon is to be buried in the afthernoon.” 

‘““How long has he been dead 2” 

“Three days. He died ov a curious disease ov the stom- 
ach, an’ the medical students over to the eollege want to 
git holt ov the courpse to investigate.” 

“They must pay you well for the job.” 


I did that 


“Naw! Fifteen dollars, an’ me to foind me own help 


‘and the wagon.” * 


Rep 
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_ nothing on the point. 


emanated from it. 
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Nick knew perfectly well that the sum Facute sed aa 


_ 


He was stillin his disguise of a 1 tramp, and was com- 


far below the real consideration to be given, but he said pelled to act the part. 


“Well, I’ll be on hand,” he said. 
You've got the tools.” 

“Oi have.” 

aD suppose we'd better wear masks.” 

“Ty course. Oi always do, although Oi have niver yit 


_been caught.” 


“Haven’t, eh? You are lucky. I came very nearly 


- being collared once.” 


“Well, Oi was seen once, but Oi got away all roight.” 

“Didn't they know you?” 

“Yis, the mon that seen me knew me, but Oi fixed i up 
so he didn’t blab.” 

“What did you do?” 

“Niver moind. He niver told on me, an’ he niver will. 
Have yez got the wood split?” 

‘All but this stick.” 

“Let that.go. I only got yez out here to sound yez.” 

“I see. Say, do you know i would like to have a drink.” 

‘‘Here, take a nip 0’ this.” 

Jerry Dolan felt in one corner of a feed box, and drew 
forth a bottle of whisky. 


“Oi kape it to droive away the blues,” he declainba’ 

Nick pretended to take a deep draught of. the rot and 
handed the bottle back. 

“That touches the right spat, Mr.——” 

‘‘Me name is Dolan—Jerry Dolan.” 

“And mine is Hank Powell. Shake, and may our job 
to-morrow night be’a successful one.” 

The two shook hands. 

“If it is Oi may give yez more to do,” responded Dolan. 

-“Good enough. ButTll have to strike some job for 

between times.” 

“Oi hear they want a stableman over to the Halfway 
House.” 


“Then I'll strike for the job. You see, I like to work 
fair, but I don’t mind an extra job now and then, if it 
pays well.” 

And Nick gave Dolan 4 dig in me ribs. 

The Irishman laughed. 

“Yez is a mon afther me own heart ” he said. 


The girl went off in pet, and presently the coroner ap- 


“Nine o’clock, sharp. | pear red. 


‘“What do you——” he began, and then after a certain 
sign from Nick, he led the way into his library. 

“Well, what luck?” he asked, after closing the door. - 

“Some, not much,” replied Nick. ‘‘ButI have a sur- 
prise for you.” 

“Indeed! What is it?” 

“What does Dolan do for a living?” 

“Jerry Dolan?” 

39 Yes. rb} 

“Sells garden truck in summer. ” 

‘And in winter?” 

* Don’t do much of anything, excepting it may be to 

take care of a horse and a couple of cows.” 

“You are mistaken, coroner.” 

“What else does he do?” 

‘*He robs cemeteries.” 

“What!” 

“It's a fact.” 

‘“You mean to say he is a body snatcher ?” 

“Exactly.” 

“What does he do with the bodies?” 

**Sells them to medical students.” 

‘‘Has he done any of this sort of work lately ?” 

“T don’t know. But heintends to do some of it to- 


8 


| morrow night.” 


‘“‘The dickens you say. We must stop his game.” | 

“Nothing of the sort, coroner.” 

“ But—but- -—” 

“T want you to allow him to go ahead. 
help him.” 

OU ss 
e" Yes. It isn’t pleasant work, but not nearly as bad as 
some things I have been compelled todo. Of course, I 
have an object in view.” 

“Oh, that alters the case.” 


CHAPTER VII. 
NICK CARTER AT THE DRUMMET HOMESTEAD. 
“Yes, [have an object,” repeated Nick. “But first let 


Tam going to 


Piling up the wood he had split, he bid good-by to Dolan| me ask you a few questions.” 


and. walked off toward the Halfway House. 
“This is an unexpected turn of affairs,” he mutiered to 
himself. 


“T will be on hand to do my share of the work, and, if 
things turn out as I wish them to, I think I can give the 


gentleman from the ‘ould sod’ a bit of a surprise not down 


on the bills. 

“So he was once caught, and made the man keep quiet 
about it? I would like to meet the man who caught him. 
Hold up! could it have been——” 

Nick did not finish. A new idea had popped into his 
head, and he at once decided to work upon the theory that 


He soon reached the Halfway House, and walked 


around to the stables. 


“Is the boss around?” he asked of the man in charge. 
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“Too bad.” 

_“ What do you want?” 

“T’m looking for a job.” 

“Don’t want any help.” 

“Mr. Dolan told me you did.” 

“The boss got a man yesterday.” 

“Then there ain’t no show for me?” 

“T guess not.” 

“Tam glad of it,” said Nick, under his breath, as he 
walked away. ‘Now, if. Dolan tries to follow me up, he 
will learn that I really stopped here for work, and it will 
make him certain I am acting on the square.” 

From the Halfway House, the great detective made his 
way to Coroner Pepperill’s residence. 


came to the door. 
“He’s busy, now.” : 
_“Can’t help it, I must see him,” replied Nick. 


_| wood, age 32 years and 11 months. 


‘‘Fire away, Carter?” 
“Do you know of any man who died three days ago 


“So Mr. Jeremiah Dolan is a body snatcher, and} who was suffering from some disease ofthe stomach ?” 
~ intends to snatch a fresh corpse to-morrow night. 


“Why, yes I do!” 

174 Who Oy 

“Bryte Allwood, of Greenpoint.” 

‘Who was he?” 

‘“A poor chap who used to be an actor over to Daly’s.” 

“Who is going to bury him ?” 

“T believe the Actors’ Fund took hold of the matter. 
He is to be buried to-morrow afternoon.” 

“Where ?” 

“JT forget. I read about it in the paper.” 

“ Have you the paper here ?” 

“ Yes. 9 

Nick Carter took the paper, and glanced at the death 
notices. 

It was not long before his eyes caught the following; 

ALLWOOD.—Died on Nov. 24th, at 9 A. M., Bryte Ledger All- 
Funeral from his late residence, 
25 South Harrison St., Greenpoint, on Friday next, at 2. P. M., under 
the auspices of the Actors’ Fund. Interment in Cypress Hills Ceme- 
tery. 


“And you are sure he died from a disease of the stom- 
ach ?” 

“Quite certain. I heard the boys talking about it at the 
club night before last. The doctors wanted his body, but 
his actor friends wouldn’t hear of it.” 

“Then he must be the man Dolan intends to steal.” 

‘* Horrible !” 

“It is,.but such things are happening every day, cor- 


;oner.” 
“T want to see Mr. Pepperill.” he said to the girl, who} 


“A body snatcher ought to be strung up.” 

“Tf that is so, what would you do with such a fellow 
as he who killed Caleb Hall? Murder is certainly a worse 
crime tnan body snatching.” 


ie object i is in helping Dolan in this work.” 
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“That’s so. But you were going to tell me what your 


ud want to give him a surprise.” o 
‘in what way ?” 

“Wick leaned over, and whispered something into the 
coroner’s ear. 

“ By jingo!” exclaimed Ceeoupe Pepperill. 

“ Will you do it for me?” asked Nick. 

The coroner jumped to his feet, and strode up and 
down the library. 

“Of course, I know it is only to humor an idea I have,” 
- went on Nick. “If it fails, it will be so much time and 
_ labor wasted.” 
“J don’t mind the time aud labor,” returned the cor- 
oner. “But if any outsiders should hear—--” 

“We will fix it so they cannot.” 

“Then agree. Ifit was anybody else who asked it of 
me, I would say no, but I have faith you will clear up 
this mystery, and so l am willing that you go ahead.” 

- Thanks; you will lose nothing by your w ork. Now, | 
must be off. ” 

And Nick jumped to his feet. 

“Where next?” 

“Up to Drummet’s. 
town, looking for a job. 
honesty and sobriety ?” 

“You can,” laughed Coroner Pepperill. “And let me 
add that you take the banner for movements.” 

Nick Carter was soon on the way. 

He made ita point to avoid Jerry Dolan’s house, and 
walked through the woods to get to the Drummet home- 
stead. 

Aaron Drummet answered the summons in person. 

“ Good-morning,” began ees touching his hat politely. 

“Mornin’. What is it?” 

“T come to see if you could give me a bit of work, sir.’ 
Old Drummet was astonished. 

“Work ?” 

To eS, 0 ibe s 

“Who be you?” ‘ 

‘‘Hasy to see he ain’t no gentleman,” 
in the rear. 

She was Mrs. Harden, Drummet’s housekeeper. 

“That ain’t hardly fair, mum,” returned Nick. 

“Right you are, my man,” replied Drummet. 

And he turned angrily to the woman. 

“That remark wasn’t required, Mrs Harden.” 

“Eh, Aaron?” 

“Might say something pleasanter or nuthin’.” 

Evidently old Drummet did not think much of his 
housekeeper’s opinion. 

“You don’t know everything,” she retorted. 

“Hver worked about a farm?” asked the old man of 
Nick. 

“Raised horses on one,” 

“ Anything else?” 
“Most everything that goes with that, cutting hay and 

so on, sir. 

Old man Drummet hesitated. 

“Wall, I dunno. My man left me y esterday ter work 
over to the Halfway House, an’ I got ter git somebody 
ter take his place.” 

“Do yeou want a stranger in the house, Aaron Drum- 
met?” cried Mrs. Harden. 

“ Wall, I dunno.” 

“You'll find me honest and a good worker,” went on 
Nick. ‘Mr. Pepperill sent me over to you.” 

“Pepperill? Does he know you?” 

“Yes, sir, and he’ll reeommend me.” 

“Then I guess it’s allright. Comein. Had your break- 
fast?” 

“Yes, sir.’ 

“We're ail upsot jest now, on account 0’ my daughter’ 8 
young man bein’ murdered las’ night.” 

“T heard something of a man being murdered down to 
Mr. Pepperill’s office.” 

“Yes, he’s the coroner.’ 

“Tt must be hard on your daughter, sir.” 

“Wall, putty hard, but not so bad but what it might be! 
wuss. You see she didn’t——” 

‘‘Aaron!” cried Mrs. Harden, angrily. 


lam Hank Powell, from Middle- 
Can I refer to you as to my 


put ina woman 


replied the detective. 


“Tt won’t do no harm ter tell, Jane.” aye 

re Humph! ! it is harm to tell ‘them as has no business fo" 
know,” retorted the woman. 

She had coal-black eyes, and the detective put herdoun 
at once as a Tartar. feat 

“Wall, I’m a-goin’ ter tell, an’ you sha’n’t stop me,” re- 
turned Aaron Drummet, with a sudden show of spirit. 
‘TI hev been under somebuddy’s thumb long enough, an’ 
now [intend to be my own master. Now, how do you 
like thet?” 

Mrs. Harden. showed how she liked it by leaving the 
kitchen, banging the door after her. 

“A reg’lar thunderbolt, thet woman!” declared Aaron 
Drummet, shaking his head. “She hez ruled this house 
fer four years, but she sha’n’t do it no longer.” 

“Does she own the place ?” 

“Oh, deary, no! Hain’t got no interest atall. I only 
tuk her in when my wife died. Caleb Hall sent her, said 
she was a tust-class woman. If Caleb was alive, I'd give 
him a piece o’ my mind. She hez tried to run the hull 
house, an’ I, like a fool, hev let her do it.” 

“Too bad, sir. She was a friend of this Hall, then. ” 

Sivas: indeed. W hy it was she put the idee into my 
head thet my Susie oughter marry Caleb, although I al- 
low as how I allers liked the young man.” 

“Tt’s too bad for the young lady, sir.’ 

“Wall, I don’t mind tellin’ you she didn’t care so much 
fer him ez most folks thought.” 

“ Didn’t, eh?” 

“No. She allers said there was something sneakin’ 
about Caleb, but I couldn’t see it.” 

“Well, then perhaps it’s just as good that he’s dead.” 

“T wouldn’t jest say thet.” 

“Where was the man killed, here ?” 

“Down at the end o’ this road, near Dee Dolan’s 


e 


‘ ’ place.” 


“Did Dolan find him ?” 

‘No, a stranger ez happened to be drivin’ along.” 

* Who do you suppose did the murder,” 

‘I don’t suppose. I know.” 

For onee in his life Nick was thoroughly astonished. 

“By thun—I mean, do you really, sir?” 

‘Yes, I found out this mornin’.” 

*"W howas it?” 

“I know. I jest sent word ter Coroner Pepperill ter 
hev the man arrested.” . 

“Was it anybody who knew Hall?” 

ah Yes. > bie) 

“What was his object, sir, robbery ?” 

“No, he was rich enough without robbin’ a farmer like 
Hall thet hed less than two dollars in his pocket.” 

“ And you are sure he committed the murder 2?” 

“Sartenly Iam. I’m expectin’ the coroner every minit. 
Did you just come from there ?” 

“Yes. I was—-oh, my !” 

“'W hat’s the matter ” 

“T left my bundle down by his gate.” 

“Thet’s bad.” — 

“Tt is for it had all my good clothes init. It don’t do 
to wear your best while your traveling around.” 

“ Thet’s so.” 

“T guess [ better go back before somebody steals them.” © 

“Thet would be best.” 

‘‘T’ll be back in an hour or so.” 

“All right. Say?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Don’t tell anybody what I told you ’bout ihet mur- 
derer. I want the coroner ter arrest the feller fust.” 

“IT won’t say a word, Mr. Drummet. Then the job is 
open for me?” 

“Tf the coroner sez you air a good hand, yes.’ 

“T know he’ll say that.” 

Nick made off without delay and fairly ran when he got 
out on the level road. 

‘‘His bundle must be vallybul, ”* thought Aaron Drum- 
met, as he watched the detective out of sight. 

“Found the man,” repeated Nick, over and over again. 
“Now, who in thunder has he found, Martinson, Dolan, 
or somebody else ?” 

Reaching the shelter of the trees along. the road, the de- 


‘tective stopped short and began a rapid change in his. 
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disguise, going back to the one in which he had origin- 
_ally appeared at the Drummet homestead. 


He had hardly finished, when a cutter with a dashing 
paix of horses came into sight. 


“Oh, deary no! Martinson uster come to the house un- - 
beknown to me to see Susie.” 

“He did?” 

“Yes.* I found one o’ his gloves up in the garret an’ 


As the cutter approached, Nick recognized its occupant. | thet made me suspicious, an’ I hunted around and found 


It was Coroner Pepperill. , 

‘Hullo, coroner! Hi, there!” 

The cutter came to a stop. 

“What do you want?” 

‘“Want to go along.” 

And Nick put his foot on the runner. 

_“Why—what, Nick Carter !” 

» “Yes. Are you bound for the Drummet house ?” 

“Yes. Aaron Drummet just sent me word that he had | 
found out who murdered Hall.” 

“T know it.” 

“What!” 


some dishes where Susie hed brought him hot coffee and 
sech. ‘Then I got more suspicious and hunted my 
da’ghter’s room, and found*half a dozen letters from Mar- 
tinson tellin’ how he’d be there on a certain night to see 
her, and wishin’ Caleb was out of the way, an’ sayin’ the 
young farmer hed been tellin’ a pack o’ lies about him, 
an’ all thet.” ; 

‘You have the letters?” li 

“ Yes, more’n a dozen o’ ’em. So at thet I goes an’ talks 
to Susie an’ at last she breaks down and tells me the hull 
truth, which was thet Martinson was in the house the 
night 0’ the murder an’ came in jest after the deed was 


“Exactly. I want to go along as the detective who|done, and was half froze an’ said ez how he was sick, 


called at the house right after the deed was done, under- 
stand ?” 

“IT do. Jump in.” 

‘‘T have already engaged myself to him, providing you 
will give me the proper recommendation.” 

“Tl do that.” 

‘“‘Not so fast. If, when he asks you, I keep my hands 
open, say I’m a good man. If I shut my hands, say I’m 
no earthly good. I may not want a job there, if he has 
got to the bottom of the mystery.” 

““T see.” 

“Tf he asks you first, put him off till we have learned 
all he knows.” 

eApwall.? 

A minute later they dashed up to the door of the Drum- 
met homestead. 

Aaron Drummet came out to meet them. 

“TI suppose you know this gentleman,” said Coroner 
Pepperill, pointing to Nick. 

“Be you the detective that was here last night?” asked 
Drummet. oe 

“wes; 

The three went inside, and Drummet ushered the way 
into the parlor, locking the door behind them. 

“And so you think you have found the murderer?” 
asked the coroner, in high curiosity. . 

‘*‘T do,” replide Drummet. “An’ I’m putty darn sure I 
kin prove what I hev ter say, too.” ~ 

“And who is it?” Gaia 

. “Somebuddv you would never suspect, Mr. Pepperill.” 

“ And that is?” 

“Oliver Martinson, 0’ Greenp’int,” replied Drummet, 
gravely. 

CHAPTER VIII. 
A STARTLING STATEMENT. ° 


Nick Carter had anticipated the statement made by 
Aaron Drummet. 
Consequently he was not surprised when it came. 
Coroner Pepperill, however, was completey. taken aback. 
“You are sure it was Oliver Martinson?” he ejaculated. 
“Sartin o’ it,” returned Drummet. 
“On what do you base your assertion, Mr. Drummet?” 
asked Nick. 
| 


“Half a dozen things.” 

“Name them.” 

“‘Wall, in the fust place, Martinson was head over heels 
in love with my daughter Susie.” 

“So I heard.” 

“And I might ez well say Susie didn’t take to Caleb 
Hall nohow.” 

“Well 2?” 

“So the two men was enemies, and I heerd as how they 
hed half a dozen rows within the last three months.” 

“Any of them here?” : 

“No, indeed. I didn’t allow Martinson around. the 


which would nachelly be after killin’ a man.” 

“What else ?” 

‘An’ he hed been in the front room, the same one where 
1 hed my pistol put away.” 

ae ask your daughter if he had taken the pistol ?” 

0. 

“Why not?” 

“It was not necessary, an’ the gal was all broke up, an’ 
hez been sick ever since.” 

Nick mused for a minute. 

rf Soe you the glove you found 2” he asked. 

6 es. bb) 

Aaron Drummet walked to the side table and pulled out 
a drawer. 

“T put it among the papers in—darn ef I kin find it!” 

He hunted for a minute more, and then pulled out the 
entire drawer and scattered its contents right and left. 

“It’s gone!” he burst out. 

“Gone !” cried Nick. 

ce Veo? 

“You are sure you put if in the drawer ?” 

‘Dead sartin, sir.” 

“When ?” at 

“Karly this mornin’.” 

“Who do you suppose took it ?” 

“T dunno.” 

‘Did any one see you put it away ?” 

“Not ez I know on.” 

“Never mind, Mr. Drummet. Tell me what kind of a 
glove it was.” 

* A brown one with a fur top.” 

= Pe it have a patent clasp to hold the slit together?” 

‘ es. ” 

“And you only found one glove?” 

a4 Yes. bb) 

The great detective brought forth the fastener he’ had 
found at the place of the murder. : 

, hoe like the spring in the glove you found?” he 
asked. 

The old man examined the article. 

‘T dunno but what it is.” 

‘fAll right.” : 

“Where did you git thet thing?” 

“T found it near the signboard.” 

“Jerusalem! Thet’s tracin’ it down putty fine!” 

‘It begins to look black for Martinson,” admitted Coro- 


ner Pepperill. 


“It’s a clear case,” went on old Drummet. “Thet ching 


outer his glove an’ my pistol.” 


“JT admit it,” replied Nick. “ Besides, there is another 


bit of evidence against him.” 


** 'W hat’s thet 2” 
“You remember the knife with which Hall was 


stabbed ?” 


46 Yes.” 
“Well, I have traced up that knife, and found it was 


house, fer Caleb told sech bad stories about him I thought| stolen from Richards’ cobbler shop one evening when 


he wasn’t no fit company fer Susie.” 

“T see.” 

“Wall, now here’s the p’int; I reckon thet Martinson | 
found out that Caleb hed told me about his doin’s an’ got 
so mad he decided to do Caleb to death.” 

“Ts that all?” put in Coroner Pepperill. 


Martinson and several others had been there.” 


Aaron Drummet jumped to his feet. 

“Then thet settles it” 

“Tt seems so,” said Nick, slowly. 

“It will go hard on your daughter,” put in the coroner, 


'“T know Susie is a sensitive girl.” 
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“Yes, it’s hard on the gal,” responded old Drummet. 
his big red bandana. 


wasn’t guilty” he broke out, suddenly. 

“What!” exclaimed Nick. 

“Yes, I would. I don’t like him, seein’ ez how he’s a 
city dude ez smokes cigarettes, but I don’t wanter see 


And Aaron Drummet broke down utterly, the tears 
streaming down his bronzed face. 

“It’s too bad,” said Coroner Pepperill. 
duty, you know.” 

‘“Thet’s so, coroner, but a feller can’t keep down his 
feelin’s allers. I know Oliver Martinson is guilty o’ the 
murder, an’ I gttess he’ll have ter hang fer it.” 

As the last words w ere uttered a terrible shriek rang 
out in the hall-w ay. 
ae ela the door! open the door !” came in a girl's voice. 

“It’s Susie!” gasped Aaron Drummet. 

Nick sprang tc the door and unlocked it. 

On the instant Susie Drummet ran into the room, 


in every direction. 
“Susie!” cried old Drummet. 
“Oh, papa!” 
fe “ What brought ye here ?” 

“What brought me? I stood at the door listening! I 
heard every word.” 

“You did!” 

“Yes.. Oh, papa, you 
hanged! No, no, never!” 

“IT dunno about thet. He did the murder, an’——” 

Susie Drummret sprang back and drew herself up until 
she looked like a statue cut from marble. 

“Olly shal) not be hung,” she said, quietly. 

“ But he is guilty—— 

“ He is not guilty.” 

“What !” 

“I say he is not guilty.” 

“How do you know?” PN 

“‘ Becatise—because——” the girl’s breast began to 
heave, ‘‘because I murdered Caleb Hall myself !” 

And with a sigh Susie Drummet dropped like a lump of 
lead to the floor. 


said Olly would have to be 


CHAPTER IX. 
NICK CARTER CLEARS UP THE MYSTERY. 
All three men jumped up and rushed toward the girl. 
Nick Carter caught her up and placed her on the sofa. 
‘‘Ts she dead ?” gasped old Drummet. 
“JT think not,” replied the detective. ‘‘Get some cologne 
or smelling salts, -and some brandy to bathe her with.” 
Aaron Drummet hurried off. 
Nick began to fan Susie Drummet, and ordered Coroner 


very close. 

“Great heavens! can it be possible that shu has told ‘ 
truth ?” questioned the coroner, as both worked over the 
motionless form. 

“No,” replied Nick, briefly. 

“What! you feel so sure?” 

39 T dou 

“ What was her object then?” 

“To save the man she loves.” 

Coroner Pepperill shook his head. 

Aaron Drummet came back, carrying a number of 
things which were used with small success. 

“You want to send for a doctor,” said Nick. 


“T will. Oh, to think thet she is guilty !” moaned the 
old man. 

“She is not, Mr. Drummet.” 

“ Bh?” 


“Don’t worry, she is not guilty.” 
“But she said so herself !” 
i ‘“Never mind, she was so worked up she didn’t know 
what she was saying. I can read human character pretty 
well, and I’ll wager every dollar that I am worth that she 
is innocent.” 
“Thank ye fer them words. But why did she say so?” 
“To shield Martinson. She loves him, and she intends 
_ to stick to him to tle last.” 


And suddenly he turned away and wiped his eyes with 
“Vd—lI’d give a thousand dollars ef the young feller 


Ae ' Pepperill to gpen one* of the windows, as the room was | 
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‘By gum ! 1” 


“When your wife was alive I think you would have. 


stuck up for her.” 

“Tndeed I would! through thick an’ thin !” 

“Your daughter has your disposition, and Martinson is 
as much to her as your wife was to you.” fk 

“T see! I see!” 


ck Rather than see him hanged she would give up jon 
Susie suffer, an’ I know this is goin’ ter break her heart.” | own life.” 


“Oh, what a fool I hev been !” ; 
“T think if you had examined into Martinson’s charac- 


“But duty is} ter you would have found him about as good a fellow as 


the average. All students are more or less ‘fast,’ but that 
soon wears off, and they generally become pretty good 
citizens.” 
“*Tsee, 
ae Me ee 
* Yes.” 
SLdo note? 
“What !” 
“Yes, I mean what I say. It is a curious fact that the 
| stronger the’evidence grows against the young man the 


But do you think Martinson was guilty ?” 


She was in a loose gown, and her long hair was’ tly ing Suver I feel that he is innocent——” 


“ But that is nonsense,” interposed Coroner Pepperill. 

“Perhaps so, but that is how I feel.” 

“It’s strange.” 

“Now, let me tell youn both what I want you to do,” 
went on Nick. i 

““Go on,” 


“In the first place, get a doctor and have the young 


lady taken care of. It looks to meas if she was getting 
ready to have brain fever or something like it.” 

“T have sent Mrs. Harden already,” replied Aaron 
Drummet. 


“In the next place, don’t you breathe a word of your — 


suspicions until day after to-morrow.” 

“But Martinson——” began Drummet. 

“T have telegraphed to one of my assistants, and you 
may rest assured that Martinson is being shadowed night 
and day.” ye 

“Oh, then he won’t be able ter run away ?” 

(79 No. ” 

‘“All right, then, Dll wait,” said Drummet. Heaven 
knows Ill hev my hands full with Susie. Poor gal!” 

Nick turned to the coroner. . 

‘‘We had better go,” he said. 
that other part of the programme to carry out.” 

“You still intend to work that scheme ?” 

“Ido. Ifit failsthen I shall consider Martinson guilty, 
and throw the entire case in your hands.” 

Nick Carter returned with the coroner to his office. 

An hour later they were on their way to the Cypress 


Hills Cemetery. Here they spent fully an hour, and then 


the detective took a drive over to Greenpoint. 
At the telegraph office he found this message awaiting 
him ; Ae 


“Chick has pone 20 Je ersey Citys. Dsll be-over at onze... Wick.” 


“That’s all right,” muttered the great detective. ‘‘ Wick 


is just as bright so far as shadowing a man as Chick.” ~ 


As he walked away somebody brushed him on the arm. 
Turning Nick found his assistant close at hand. 
“Was just going to leave a message for you,” said 


Wick. ‘ 


“You have found your man @” 

(74 Yes. oy} 

“What is he doing?” 

“ Nothing but entertaining several fellow-students at his 
home.” 

‘“‘Good ! that doesn’t look suspicious. Keep on watch-- 
ing him, and if anything unusual occurs notify me 
through Coroner Pepperill.” 

“T will,” returned Wick. 

Nick spent the night at Colonel Harding’s home and 
told the military gentleman of much that had occurred. 

“Well, I should say Martinson was guilty, by Jove!” 
said the colonel. “I can’t imagine why you hold off.” 

“Ido so because circumstantial evidence is something 
not to be relied on,” replied the great detective. “More 
than one innocent man has suffered through its instru- 
mentality.” 


“You know we have yet 
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fe By Jove! that’s so, Carter.’ 

“ And I want to be een ye in my mind before I accuse 
the young man.” 

“T feel sorry for the young lady.” 

“So do I, very sorry.” ' 

The colonel winked. 

“ Heart touched ?” : 
“To tell the truth, yes. 
and see the pair married.” 

“Then you take no stock in her story ?” 

“ About being guilty ?” 

; 3 “Vag” 
i. ‘Not the slightest.” 
Ms “By Jove! but you are a strange fellow !” 
The next day dragged heavily with Nick. Atdusk he 
» visited Coroner Pepperill’s house. 
- The coroner met him with a peculiar smile upon his Fare, 
“Tt’s all fixed,” he said. 
“Have any tr ouble ?” asked Nick. 
“Not much.” 
“ And you are sure no outsider knows of what’s been 
done 2” 
“ Positive.” 
“Good! Now we will see what the night will bring 
forth,” said Nick. 

A little later, in the disguise of the semi- tramp, he. 
) walked over to Jerry Dolan’s cottage. 

The Irishman was down at the barn, and called for him | 
to come to the spot. 

“JT gee yez is on hand,” he observed. 

“T never disappoint a pal when I make an agreement,” 
returned Nick, as he entered and stamped the - snow from | 
_ his boots. “ Got pny: whisky left?” 

i ered ” 

“Then give us a swig.” 

Jerry Dolan handed over the bottle, and the detective 
» pretended to take a liberal dose. 
© “It’s going to be a devil of a cold night,” he observed, as 

‘he handed the bottle bask. 

' “So much the better,” replied Dolan. “All the men at 
» the cemetery will be inside, an we e'll have a clear field.” 

“But the ground will be frozen.” 

it Oi have good tools to work wid, an’ we kin sthart 
) early. \ 

5, Li right.” 
“Come in, an’ have a bit to ate furst.” 

— They went into the house, and sat down to a supper pre- 
© pared by Jerry Dolan himself. 

_ * Wheres the lady ?” asked Nick. 

“Me an’ the ould woman had _ a divil ov a foight this’ 
afthernoon, an’ she wint off to her sister’s in Brooklyn.” 
* “For good?” 

“Divil a cint Oi care. If she don’t loike the batin’s Oi) 
give her she kin stay away. Oi’m boss in this shanty, an’ 
he must do just as Oi say or git out.” 

At length the time to start arrived. 

At the barn a pair of sorry-looking horses were hooked.) 
p.to a light farm wagon, which contained pickaxes, 
hovels, ropes, and a lantern, as well as several blankets | 

which to wrap the corpse. 

/). Nick jumped in, and the drive to the cemetery began. 

wm It was clear, but bitterly cold, and the great detective 
had to wrap a blanket around his head to keep his ears 
, from freezing. f 

© After a drive that seemed to last pale the night Jerry 
=, Dolan pulled up. 

| * Here we are,” he whispered. “ This Gs as near as we’ 

n git to the grave from the outside.” 
|The horses were tied to the iron fence, and then, -tools 
hand, the two leaped over.. 

* Don’t make any more noise than yez kin help,” cau- 
med Dolan. ‘‘An’ if yez see anybody comin’ drop down 
> cover yersilf up.” 

ET will.” 

hey walked through the sonmekaey about two hundred 

f, and then Dolan pointed to a cbs close at hand. 
There’s the sphot.” 

‘That grave?” 

““Yis. Loight the lantern, while Oi sthart to worruk.” 
Nick lit the lantern and also lit his own, thus Toes 
: spot almost as bright as a 


I would like to clear Martinson 


a it EVN 
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Jerry Dolan worked with a will, and Nick helped him, 

“Say !” exclaimed the detective, suddenly. 

Phot?” 

“Did you hear that noise?” 

a3 No.” 

‘It came from the bottom of the grave!” 

Jerry Dolan shivered. 

“JT guess not,” he said, uneasily. 

“T must have been mistaken. You said the man died a 
natural death, didn’t you?” 

“Tv course he did.” 

‘Then it’s all right. 
different.” 

‘‘Murdered !” cried Dolan, his teeth ‘chattering. 

“Yes. They say a mur dered man never rests easy in his 
grave until his murderer has been captured.” 

At these words Jerry Dolan paused and wiped the big 
drops of sweat from his forehead.  , 

‘“‘It’s all a humbug!” he growled. “Come, hurry up 
wid the jub. We don’t want to be all noight.” 

He dug with nervous‘haste, and soon the box was 


If he was murdered it would be 


; reached. 


With a screw-driver the screws were taken out and the 
cover raised. 

The casket lid was taken out of the grave,and then 
‘Jerry Dolan took the lantern so that he might have a good 


| light by which to raise the corpse. 


The next instant a_ wild, qaearaly shriek echoed 
through the cemetery. 

With eyes wide open, and plac ing directly at Jerry 
Dolan, there rested in the bottom of the casket the lifeless 
body of Caleb Hall. 

The shock of this unexpected revelation was too much 
for the Irishman. 

He uttered cry after cry, and fore his hair like a mad- 
man. 

Nick stepped up to him. 

“ Jerry Dolan,” he said, sternly. “Why did you murder 
Caleb Hall! answer me?” 

“Because he knew I was a body snatcher an’ he was 
goin’ to tell the police!” gasped the man, overcome by ex- 
citement. 

“ And where did you get the knife and the pistol with 
which to do the deed 2” 

“T stole the pistol from Aaron Drummet’s house, an’ 
the knoife from Henry Richards’ shop in Greenpoint. 
Caleb was——” 

Jerry Dolan stopped short and jumped to his feet. 

“Ye have tricked me!” he yelled, “Oi have been played 
forafule! Take that!” ‘ 

He pulled a pistol, and fired three shots at Nick in quick 
“succession. 

But he was not a’good shot, and the great detective 
in a trice had rushed at Jerry Dolan and ov erpowered 
him. 

While he was thus engaged Coroner Pepperill and Wick 
rushed from behind a near- -by vault, 

“The scheme worked,” cried the coroner. “ Nicz Carter, 
you are the shrewdest detective I ever met.” 

But little more need be said. 

Jerry Dolan’s brief confession was followed by one 
which told in. full how Caleb Hall had discovered his 
wrong doings and how the farmer had thieatened to ex- 
pose him. He was soon after hung. 

Both of Martinsoh’s gloves were found, and the fastener 
| picked up on the road was afterward found to belong to a 
somewhat similar glove worn by poor Caleb. 

Susie Drummet soon recovered from her illness when 
she heard how her lover had been cleared, and two 
‘months later acre was a quiet wedding at the Drummet 
homestead. g 
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(THE END.) 
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By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
71—THE SUBURBAN SAFE CRACKERS; or, Nick Carrmr’s 
Marcuness Sximm. By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 


. 72—MURDERED FOR REVENGE ; on, Nick CarTER’s Pacuniar 


Casr. _ Ry the author of “Nick Carter,” 


) 13-28 CLEVER CRIMINAL; or, Nick Carrer’s Forrunare 


Ciew. By the author of “Nick Carter.” 


. 74—THE LAST OF THE GLENDALE GANG; OR, Nick Carret’s 


GREAg Success. By the author ‘‘Nick Carter.’ 

75—THE CINCINNATI BANK SWINDLE; or, Nick CarTEn’s Ss 
GREAT ForcERy Case. By the author of “Nick Carter.” 

76—A MURDER IN THE SNOW: qr, Nick Carrmr’s Curious 
Casz. By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 

77.—BAGGAGE CHECK x623; or, Nick Carrer AMONG THE 
Horren Swinpiers. By the author of “Nick Carter.” 


For sale by all newsdealers at five cents per copy, or sent postpaid on receipt of price. 


STREET & SMITH, Publishers, 


P. O. BOX 2734. 


3 | oe stl Sota New York. 


